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PART L

After arranging the Egyptian and Mexi-
can peottery so as to contrast agreeably
with the Dutch and tha German beer muss
on the top of the boek case that ran along
one wall of the sitting room, Cosmo Wayn-
flete went back into the bed room and took
from a half-empty trunk the little card-
board boxes in which he kept the collection
of playing cards, and all manner of out-
landish equivalents for these simpie instru-
ments of fortune, picked up here and there
durirz hizs tw> or three years of dilettante
travelng in strange ccuntries. At the same
time he brought out a Japanese crystal
ball, which he stood upon its silver tripod,
placing it on a little table in one of the
windews on each side of the fireplace; and
there the rays of the western sun !‘ghted
it vp at once into translucent lovaliness.

The returned wanderer looked out of the
window and saw on one side the grace-
ful and vigorous tower of the Malison
Square Garden, with its D!ana turning in
the December wind, while in the other ai-
rection he could look down on the frozen
paths of Union Square, oaly a blaork dis-
tant, but as far below him almost as
though he was gazing down ‘rom a bal-
loon. Ther he stepped back into the sit-
ting room itself, and noted the comfortalle
furniture and wood fire crackling in friend-
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Waynflete Lay Back in His Easy

Chalr.

1y fashion on the hearth, and his own per-
sonal belongings scattered here and there
as though they were settling themselves
for a stay. Having arrived from Europe
only that morning, he could not hut hold
himself lucky to have found thess rooms
taken fos him bLy the old friead to whom
he had anneunced his return, and with
whom he was to eat his Christmas dinner
that evening. He hal not been on shore
more than six or seven hours, and yet the
most of his odds and ends were unpackad
and alreaGy In place, as thouzh they be-
longed in this new abode. It was true that
ke had toiled unceasingly to accomplish
this; and as he stood there in his shirt
sleeves, admiring the rasults of his lators,
he was con=zcious also that hls muscles
were fatigued and that the easy chair be-
fore the fire opened its arms temoptingly.

He wenl again into the bed room snd
tock from one of his many trunks a long,
loose garment of pale gray silk. Apparent-
1y this beautiful robe was intended to serve
as a (ressing gown, and as such Cosmo
Waynflete wutilized it immediataly. The
ample folds fell softly abeut him, and the
rich silk itself seemed to be soothingz to his
limbs, so delicate was its fiber and 3o cara-
fully had It been woven. Around the full
skirt there was embroidery of threads of
gold, and agala on the open and flow'ng
sleeves. With the skillful freedom of Jap-
an art the pattern of this decoration
seemed to suggest the shrubbery ahout a
spring. for there were strange planis with
huge leaves broadly outlined by the golden
threads, ard in tie midst of them water
was seen bubbling from the earth and lap-
ping gently over the cdge of the fountain.
As the returned wanderer thrust his arms
into the dressimg gown with {ts symbolic
embroldery on the skirt and sleaves, ke re-
membered distinetly the dismal day when
he had boight it in a little curiosity shop
in Nuremberg; and as he fastensd across
his chest one by one the loops of silken
cord to the three coins which served as
buttons down the frent of the robe, he re-
called also the time and the place where
he had picked up each of these pieces of
gold and sliver, one after another. The
first of them was a Persian darie, which he
had purchased from a dealer on the Grand
canal in Venice, and the second was a
Spanish peso, struck under Philip 1I at
Fotosl, which he had found In a stall cn
the embankment of the Quay Voltaire In
Paris; ard the third was a York shilling
which he had bought from the man who
had turned it up in plowing a field that
glop2d to the Hudson near Sleapy Hollow.

Having thus wrapped himself in this un-
usual dressing gown, with its unexpected
huttons of gold and silver, Cosmo Wayn-
flete went back into the front room. He
dropped into the arm chalr before the fire.
It was with a smile of physical satisfaction
that he stretched out his feet to the hickory
blaze.

The aftrnoon was drawing on. and in
New York ihe sun sets early on Christmas
day. The red rays shot into the window
almost horizontally, and they filled the
crystal globe with a curlous light. Cosmo
Waynflete lay back In his easy chair, with
Pis Japanese robe about him, and gazed in-
tently at the beautiful ball, which seemed
dike a bubble of air and water. His mind
went back to the afternoon in April, two
years before, when he had found that
erystal sphere In a Japanese shop within
::ght of the incomparable Fugiyama.
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As he peered into its transparent depths,
which his vision focused upon the spot of
light where the rays of the selting sun
teuched it into fame, he was but little sur-
prised to discover that he could make out
tiny figures in the crystal. For the mo-
ment this strange thing seemed to him per-
fectly ratural. And the movements of these
Httle men and women Interested. him so
much that the fixity of his gaze was intensi-
fled. And so it was that in a few minutes
he saw with no astonishment that he was
one of the group himself, he himself in the
Tich aad stately attire of a samural. From
the instant that Cosmo WayMete dis-
eovered himself among the people whom
h= saw moving before him, as his eyes were
fastened on the illuminated dot in the trans-
parent ball, he ceased to see them as little
figures, and he aceented them as of the full
stature of man. This increase in their size
Was no more a source of wonderment to him
than it had been to discern himself In the
midst of them. He accepted both of these
mwarvelous things without question, Indeed,
with no thought at all that they were in
any way peculiar or abnormal. Not only
this, but thereafter he seemed to have trans-
ferred his personality to the Cosmo Wayn-
flete who was a Japanese samural, and to
have abandoned entirely the Cosmo Wayn-
flete who was an American traveler, and
who had just returned to New York that
Christmas morning. So completely dié the
Japanese identity dominate that the exist-
erce of the American identity was wholly
vnknown to him. It was as though the
American had gone to sleep in New York
at the end of the nineteenth century and
had waked a Japanese in Nippon In the be-
ginning of the eighteenth century.

With his sword by his side—a Murimasa
blade, likely to bring bad luck to the wearer
Booner or later—he had walked from his own
house in the quarter of Kioto which is
called Yamashina to the quarter which is
called Yoshiwara, a place of ill repute,
where dwell women of evil life and where
Toysterers and drunkards come by night.
He knew that the sacred duty of avenging
his master's death had led him to cast off
his faithful wife so that he might pretend to
riot in debauchery at the Three Sea Shores.
The fame of his shameful doings had spread
abroad, and it must soon come to the ears
of the man whom he wished to take un-
awares. Now he was lying propne in the
streat, seemingly sunk in a drunken slum-
ber, so that men might see him and carry

' the news to the treacherous assassin of his
ed master. As he lay there that after-

noon he revolved in his mind the devices
he should use to make away with his enemy
when the hour might be ripe at last for theJ

| turning with half

accomplishment of his holy revenge. To
himself he called the roll of his. fellow
rorins, now biding their time, as he was,
and ready always to obey his orders and to
follow his lead to the death, when at last the
sun should rise on the day of vengeance.

80 he gave no heed to the scoffs snd the
jeers of those who passed along the street,
laughing him to scorn as they beheld him
lying there In a stupor from excessive
drink at that inordinate hour of the day.
And among those who came by at last was
a2 man from Satsuma who was moved to
volce the reproaches of all that saw this
sorry sight.

“Is not this Oishi Kuranosuke?” said the
man from Satsuma, “who was a councillor
of Asano Takumi no Kami, and who, not
having the heart to avenge his lord, glves
himself up to women and wine? Sece how
he lies drunk m the public streei: Faith-
less beast! Fool and craven! Unworlhy of
th: rame of a samurai!

And with that the man from Satsuma
trod on him ss he lay there and s.at upon
him, and went away indignantly. 'The spies
of Kotsuke no Suke heard what the man
from Saisuma had sald and thev saw how
he had spurned the prostrate samuvai with
his foot; and they went their way to re-
port to their master that he need no longer
have any fear of the councillors of Asaad
Takumi ro Kamil All this the nan, lyinws
prone in the dust of the streer, nocel; and
it made his heart glad, for then he made
sur: thkat the day was soon coming when
he couid do his duty at last and tuke
vzageance for the death of his mascer.
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He lay tirere longer than he knew, and
the twilight settled down at last, and the
evening siars came out. And then, after
awhile, and by imperceptible degrees (os-
mo Wavniieie became cons:iy>is that the
scene had changed and that he had changed
wita it. He was no longer in Japan, but
in Persia. He was no longer lying like a
arunkard in the street or a oity, but slum-
bering iike a weary soldier in a iittle oasis
b the ride of a spring in the midst of 2
san iy desert. He was asleep, and his 1:ith-

ful horse wes unbridled thai it might «rep
the grass at will,

The =31c was hot .and tnis%; and the
leaves of the slim tree above him were
never gtirred by a wandering --ind  Yet

now and again therc came from the dark-
ness a faintly fetid odor. The evening
wore on and still he slept, until at length
in the silence of the night a strange huge
creature wormed its way steadlly ocut of its
lair amid the trees, and drew near tLhe
slceping man to devour him fierceiy. But
the herse neighed vehemently, and beat the
ground with his hoofs and waksd his
master. Then the hideous monster vanish-
ad; and the man, aroused from his sleep,
saw nothing, although the evil smell still
lingered in thé sultry atmosphere. He lay
down sgain once more, thinking that for
once his steed had given a false alarm.
Again the grisly dragon drew nlgh, and
agaln the courser notified its rider, and
again the man could make out nothing in
the darkness of the night; and again he
was well-nigh stifled by the foul emanation
that trailed In the wake of the mishegot-
ten creature. He rebuked his horse and
iaid hima down once more,

A third time the drea:dful beast approach-
ed and a third time the faithful charger
awoke ils angry master. But there came
the breath of a gentle breeze, so that the
man did not fear to fill his lungs; and
there was a vague light in the  heavens
now, so that he could dimly discern his
mighty enemy; and at once he girded him-
self for the fight. The Scaly monster came
full at him with dripping fangs, its mighty
body thrusting forward its huge and hid-
eous head. The man met the attack with-
out fear and smote the beast full on the
crest, but the blow rebounded from its coat
of mall,

The Sealy Monster Canme Fall at Him,

Then the faithful horse sprang forward
and bit the dreadful creature full upon the
neck and tore away the scales, so that its
master's sword could pierce the armored
hide. So the man was able to dissever the
ghastly neck and thus to slay the mon-
strous dragon. The blackness of night
wrapped him about once more as he fell
on his knees and gave thanks for his vic-
tory; and the wind died away again.

PART II.

Only a few minutes after, so it seamed to
him, at least, Cosmo Waynflete became
doubtfully aware of another changa of
time and plaze—of another transforma-
tion of his own being. He knew him-
self to be alone once more, and even with-
out his trusty charger. Again ha found
bimself groping in the dark. But in a
little while there was & faint radiance
of light; and at last the moon came out
from behind a tower. Then he saw that
he was not by the roadside in Japan or
in the desert of Persia, but now In some
unknown ecity of scuthern Eurone, where
the architecture was Hispano-Moresque. By
the siiver rays of the moon he was able
to make out the heautiful design dam-
ascened upon the blade of the sword which
he held now in his hand ready drawn for
self-defense.

Then he heard hurried foo:fails down
the empty street, and a man rushed
around the ecrner pursued by two others,
who had also weapons in their hands. For
the moment Cosmo Waynflete was a Span-
iard, and to him it was a point of honor
to ald the weaker party. He cried to the
fugitive to pluck up heart and to withstand
the enemy stoutly. But the hunted man
fled on, and after him went one of the pur-
suers, a tall, thin fellow, with a long black
closk streaming hehind him as he ran.

The other of the two, a handsome iad,
with fair hair, came to a hait and crossed
swords witn Cosmo, and soon showed him-
self to be skliled in the art of fence, So
violent was the young fellow's attack that
in the ardor of self-defense ('oamo ran
the boy through the body before he had
time to hold his hand or even to reflact,

The lad toppled over sideways: “Oh! my
mother!" he cried, and in a second he was
dead. While Cosmo bent over the heody

Cosmo Ran the Boy Through.

hasty footsteps aguin echoed alopg the
silent thorouglfare. Cosmo peered around
the corner, and by the struggiing moon-
beams he could see that X was the tall,
thin fellow in the black cloak, who was re-
& score of retalners, all

armed and some of them bearing torches.-

Cosmo turned and fled swiftly, but be-
ing a stranger In the city he socon lost
himself in its tortuous streets. Beeing a
light in a window and observing a vine
that trailed from the balcony bhefore it, he
climbed up boldly, and found himself face
to face with a gray-haired lady, whose
visage was beautiful and kindly and noble.
In a few words he told her his pliznt and
besought sanctuary. She listened to him
in silence, with exceed:ng courtesy of man-
ner, as though she were weighing his
words before making up her mind. She
raised the lamp on her table and let its
beams fall on his lineaments. And still
she made no answer to his appeal

Then came a glare of torches in the street
below and a knocking at the door. Then
at last the old lady came to a resolu-
tion; she lifted the tapestry at the head of
her bed and told him to bestow himself
there. No sooner was he hidden than the
tall, thin man In the long black cloak en-
tered hastily. He greeted the elderly lady
as his aunt, and he told her that her ecn
had been set upon by a stranger in the
street and had been slaln. She gave a
great cry and never took her eyes from
his face. Then he said that a servant razd
Eecn an unknown man elimb to the tal-
cony of her house. What if it were the
assassin of Ler son? The blood left Fer
face and she clutched at the table bebhind
her, as she gave orders to have the house
searched.

When the room was empty at last, she
went to the head of the bed and bade the
man concealed there to come forth and be-
gone, but to cover his face that she might
not be forced to know him again. So say-
ing, she dropped on her knees before a
cruclfix, while he slipped out of the window
2gain and down to the deserted sirest. =

He sped to the corner and turned it un-
discovered and breathed a sigh of relief and
of regret. He kept on steadlly, gliding
stealthily along in the shadows, until he
found himself at the city gate, as the bell
| of the cathedral tolled the hour of mid-
night.

L ] L ] [ ] L] - L -

How It was that he passed through the
gate he could not declare with precision,
for seemingly a mist had settled about hinm.
Yet a few minutes later he saw that in
some fashion he must have got beyond the
walls of the town, for he recognized the
open country all around. And oddly
enough he now discovered himself to be
astride a bony steed. He could not say
what ‘manner of horse it was he was rid-
ing, but he felt surc that it was not the
faithful charger that had saved his life in
Persia, once upon a time, In days long gone
by, as it seemed to him then. He was not
in Persia now—of that he was certain, no:
in Japan, nor in the Spanish peninsula,
Where he was he did not know.

In the dead hush of midnight he could
hear the barking of a dog on the opposite
shore of a dusky and indistinct waste of
waters that spread itself far below him.
‘I'ne night grew darker and darker, the
stars seemed to sink deeper In the sky, and
driving clouds occasionally hid them from
his sight. He had never felt so lonely and
dismal. In the center of the road stoud an
enormous tulip tree; its limhs were gnarled
and fantastic, large enough to form trunks
for ordinary trees, twistihg down almost
to the earth, and rising again iuto the air.
As he approached this fearful tree, he
thought he saw something white hanging
in the midst of it, but on looking more nar-
rowly he perceived it was a place where
it had been scathed by lightning and the
white wood laid bare. About two hundred
yards from the tree a small brook crossed
the road; and as he drew near he beheld—
on the margin of this brook, and in the
dark shadow of the grove—he beheld some-
thing huge, misshapen, black and towering.
It stirred not, but seemed gathered up in
the gloom Ifke some gigantic monster ready
to spring upon the traveler,

He demanded in stammering accents,
“Who are you?’ He received no repily. He
repeated his demand in a still more agitat-
ed volce. Still there was no answer. And
then the shadowy object of alarm put it-
self in motion and with a scramble and a
bound stcod in the middle of the road. He
appeared to be a horseman of large di-
mensions and mounted en a black horse of
powerful frame. Having no relish for thia
strange midnight companion, Cosmo Wayn-
flete urged on his steed in hopes of leaving
the =apparition behind; but the stranger
quickened his horse also to an equal pace.
And when the first horseman pulied up,
thinking to laxz behind, the second did like-
wise. There was something in the moody
and dogged silence of this pertinacious
cpmpanion that was mysterious and appal-
linz. It was soon fearfully accounted for.
On mounting a rising ground which hrought
the figure of his fellow traveier agalnst the
sky, gigantic in height and muffled in a
cloak, he wis horror-struck to discover the
stranger was headlesa'—but his horror was
still more increased In observing that the
head which should have rested on the
shoulders was carried before the body on
the pommel of the saddle,

The terror of Cosmo Waynflete rose to
desperation and he spurred his steed sud-
deniy in the hope of giving his weird con-
panion the slip. But the headless horseinan
started full jump with him. His own horse
as though possessed by a demon plunged
beadlong down the hill. He could hear,
however, the black steed panting and
blowing close behind him; he even fancied
that he felt the hot breath of the pursuer.
When he ventured at last to cast a look
behind, he saw the goblin rising in the
stirrups, and in the very act of hurling at
him the grisly head. He foll out of the
Saddle to the ground; and the black steed
and the goblin rider passed by him like a
whirlwind.
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How long he lay there by the roadside,

stunned and motionless, he could not

—

His Own Horse Plunged Headlong
Down the Hill,

guess; but when he came to himself at
last the sun was already high in the
heavers. He discovered himself to bhe re-
clining on the tall grass of a pleasant
graveyard which surrounded a little coun-
try church in the outskirts of a pretty
little village. It was in the early summer
and the folilage was green over his head
as the boughs swayed gently to and fro
IA the morning breeze, The birds were
singing gayly as they flitted about over his
head. The bees hummed aloag from flow-
er to flower. At last, so it seemed to him,
he had come into a land of peace and qulet,
where there was rest and comfort and
where no man need go in fear of his life.
It was a country where vengeance was
not a duty and where midnight combats
were not a custom. He found himself smil-
ing as he thought that a grisly dragon and
a goblin rider would be equally out of
place in this laughing landscape.

Then the bell in the steeple of the little
church began to ring merrily and he rose
to his feet in expectation. All of a sudden
the knowledge came to him why it was that
they were ringing. He wondered then why
the coming of the bride was thus delayed.
He knew himself to be a lover with life
opening brightly before him; and the world
scemed to him sweeter than ever before
and more beautiful.

Then at last the girl whom he loved
with his whole heart and who had prom-
Ised to marry him appeared in the distance,
and he thought he had never seen her look
more lovely. As he beheld his bridal party
approaching, he slipped inte the church to
await her at the altar. mrz; sunshine fell
full upon the portal and e a halo about
the girl’s head as she crossed the threshold.

But even when the bride stood by his
side and the clergyman had begun the
;ole:nn lenalce of the church, the belis

ept on, and soon their chiming became a
zln?sug. louder and sharper, and more in-

sten - .

3 PART IIL

So clamorous and so persistent was the

ringing that Cosmo Wa¥nflete was roused
at last. He found himSelf suddenly stand-
Ing on his feet, with his hand clutching
the back of the chair in which he had been
sitting before tie firéylivhen the rays of
the setting sun had set long ago, and the
room was derk, for {f was lghted now
only by the embers of the burnt-out fire;
and the electric bell was ringing steadily
as though the man o the door had
resolved to waken theWu sieepers.
Then Cosmo Waynflete was wide awake
again; and he knew where he was once
more—not in Japan, not in Persia, not in
Lisbon, not in Sleepy Hgllow, but here in
New York, in his own oom, before his
own fire. He opened the door at once and
admitted his friend, B Stuyvesant.
“It isn’t dinner time, it?”" he asked.
“I'm not late, am I? The fact is, I've been

asleep.”

“It is s0o good of you to confess that.”
his friend answered, laughing; *“‘although
the length of time you kept me waliting
and ringing might have led me to suspect
it. No, you are not late and it is not din-
ner time. I've come around to havé an-
:}P’E_P £hat with you before dinner, that's

“Take this chair, old man,” said Cos-
mo, as he threw another hickory stick on
the fire. Then he lighted the gas and sat
down by the side of his friend.

“'This chair is comfortable, for a fact,”
Stuyvesant declared, stretching himself out
luxuriously. “No wonder you went to
sleep. What did you dream of 7—strange
blaces you had seen in your travels or the
homely scenes of your native land?”’

Waynflete looked at h's friead for a mo-
ment without answering the question. He
was startled as he recalled the extraordi-
rary eeries of #1dventures which had fallen
to his lot since he had fixed his gaze on
the ecrystal ball. It seemed to him as
though he hed bheen whirled througn space
and through time.

“I suppose every man is always the hero
of his own dreams,” he began, doubtfully.

“Of course,” his friend returned; *“in
sleep our natural and healthy cgotism is
absolutely unrestrained. It doesn't make
any matter where the scene Is la!d, or
whether the play is a comedy or a tragedy,
the dreamer has always the center of the
;‘iage with the calclum light turned full on

m.'"

“That's just it," Waynflete went on. ““This
dream of mine makes me fenl as if I were
an actor, and a8 {f I had been playing
many parts, one after the other, in the
swifteat succession. They are not familiar
to me, and yet I conf-ss to a vacue feeling
of unoriginality. It is as thouzh I was a
plagiarist of adventure—If that he a possi-
ble supposition. I have just zone through
these startling s!tuat'ons mys='f, and yet
I'm scre that they have all of them hap-
pened before—although, perhaps, not to
any one man. Indeed, no ome man could
have had all these adventures of mine, he-
causc I see new that I have been whirked
through the centuries and across the hem-
‘spheres with a suddenness possible only
In dreams. Yet all my experiences seem
somehow second hand and not really my
own.”

“Plcked up here and there—like vour brie-
a-brac?" suggested Stuyvesant. “DBuot what
are theae alluringz advantures of yours that
stretchied through the ages and across the
continents?" I

Then, knewing how fond his friend was
cf solving mysteries and how proud he was
of his skill in this art, Cosm> Wavnflete
rarrated his dream as it has been set down
in these pages.

When he had made an end, Paul Stuyve-
sant’s first remark was: “I'm sorry I hap-
pened along just then and waksd you up
bafore you had time to get married.”

—_

Then He Lighted the Gas,

His second remark followed bhalf a min-
ute later.

“1 see hew It was,” he sald. “You were
sitting in this chair and lookingz at that
crystal ball, which focused the level rays
of the setting sun, I suppose? Then it Is
plain enough—you hypnotized yourself!’

‘“I've heard that such a thing is possi-
ble,” responded Cosmo.

“Possible?’ Stuyvesant returned; *“it is
certain! But what is more curious [s the
new way in which you combined your self-
kypnotism with ecrystal gazing. You have
heard of serving, I suppase™'

“You mean the practice of looking Into
a drop of water or a crystal ball or any-
thing of that sort,”” said Cosmo—‘'and of
seeing things In it—of seeing people mov-
ing about?"

““That’'s just what I do mean,” his friend
returned. “And that’s just what you have
been doing. You fixed your gaze on the
ball and so hypnotized yourseif; and then
in the intensity of your vision you were
able to see figures in the crystal—with one
of which visualized emanations you im-
medlately Identified yourself. That's easy
enough, I think. But I don't see what sug-
gested to you your separate experiences.
I recognize them, of coutse—"'

“You recognize them?’ cried Waynflete
in wonder,

“I can tell you where you borrowed every
one of your adventures,”” Stuyvesant re-
plied. “But what I'd like to know now is
what suggested to you just those char-
acters and situations, and not others also
stored away in your subconsciousness.”

So saying he began to look about the
room.

“My subconsciousnessa?' repeated Wayn-
flete. “Have I ever been a samurai in my
subconsciousness?"’

Paul Stuyvesant looked at Coamo Wayn-
flete for nearly a minute without reply.
Then all the answer he made was to say:
“That's a queer dressing gown you have
on."

It 1s time I took it off,” said the other,
Suiting the action to the word. “It is a
beautiful specimen of weaving, isn't it? I
call it the dream gown of the Japanese am-
bassador, for aithough I bought it in a
curiosity shop in Nuremburg, it was once,
I really believe, the slumber robe of an
oriental envoy." :

Stuyvesant took the
his friend’'s hand. 3

“Why did the Japanese ambassador sall
¥ou his dream gown in‘a Nuremberg cu-
riosity shop?’ he asked.

“He . didn't,"”” Waynflete explained, ‘1
never saw the ambassador, and neither did
the old German lady who kept the shop.
She told me she bought it from a Japanese
acrobat who was out of an engagement and
desperately hard up. But she told me also
that the acrobat had told her that the gar-
ment had belonged to an’ambassador, who
had given it to him as & reward of his skill,
and that he never would have parted with
it if he had not been dead broke.”

Btuyvesent held the fobe up to the light
a}'ld inspected the embrofdery on the skirt
of it. -

“Yes,” he said, at ; *this would ac-
count for it, I suppose, is bit here was
probably meant to sugiest ‘the well where
the head was washed’—see?”

“I see that those lines may be meant to
represent the outline of a spring of water,
but I don’t see what that has to do with
my dream,” Waynflete answered.

“Don’t you?” Stuyvesant returned. “Then
T'll show you. Yqu had on this silk gar-
ment embroidered here with an outline of
the well in which was washed the head of
Kotsuke no Suke, the man whom the Forty-
Seven Ronins'killed. You know the story 7™

*I read it in Japan, but—" hegan Cosmo.

“You had that story stored away In your
subconsciousness,” interrupted his friend.
“And when you hypnotized yourself by r-
ing into the crystal ball this embroldery
it was which suggeated to you to see your-
self as the hero of the tale—Oishl K .
suke, the chief of the Forty-Seven Ronins,
the faithful follower who avenged his mas-
ter by pretending to be viclous and dissi-
pated—just like Brutus and Lorenzacclo—
until the enemy was off his guard and open
to attack®

“I thipk I do recall the tale of the Forty-

silken garment from

Seven Ronins, but only very vaguely,” sald
the hero of the dream. “For all T know I
may have had the -adventure of Oishi
Kuranosuke laid on the shelf somewhere
In my subconsciousness, as you want me to
believe. But how about my Persian dragon
and my Iberian noblewoman?”

Paul Stuyvesant was examining the dream
gown cf the Japanese ambassador with
minute care. Suddenly he sald: “Oh!" and
then he loocked up at Cosmo Waynflete and
asked: “What are those buttons? They
seem to be old coins.”

“They are old coins,” the other answered;
“it was a fancy of mine o utilize them on
that Japanese dressing gown. They are all
differant, you see. The first ia—""

“Persian, isn't it?" interrupted Stuy-
vesant.

“Yes,” Waynflete explalned, “it is a Per-
sian darlc. And the second Is a Spanish
peso made at Potosl under Phillip II for use
In America. And the third is a York shil-
ling. one of th= coins in circulation here in
New York at the time of the revolution—I
got that one, in fact, from the farmer who
plowed it up in a field at Tarrytown, near
‘Sunnyside.’

“Then there are three of your adventures
accounted for, Cosmo, and easily enough,”
Paul commented, with obvious =atisfaction
at his own explanation. “Just as the em-
broidery on the sllk here suggested to you
after you had hypnotized yourself that you
were the chief of the Forty-Seven Ronins,
80 this first coin here in turn suggested to
you that you were RRustem, the hero of the
‘Epic of Kings.” You have read the ‘Shah-
Namaeh?' »

“I remember Firdausi’s poem after a
fashion only,” Cosmo answered. *“Was not
Rustem a Persian Hercules, 20 to speak?”

“That’s it, precisely.” the other responded,
“ard he had sevea labors to perform, and
you dreamed the third of them, the slaying
of the grisly dragon. For my own part, I
think I should have prefarred the fourth of
them—the meeting with the lovely enchant-
ress—but that's neither here nor there.”

“It seems to me I do recollect something
about that fight of Rustem and the strange

“So can L,” snid Paul Stuyvesant.

beast. The faithful horse's name was
Ralush, wasn't it?"" asked Waynfiete.

“1f you caa recollect the ‘Shah-Nameh," "
Stuyvesant pursued, “no doubt you can re-
vall also Beaumont and Fletcher's ‘Custom
of the Country? That's where you got the
midnight duel in Lisbon and th: magnani-
mous mother, you know.”

“No, I don't know,” the other declared.

“Well, you did, for all that,” Paul went
on. “The situation Is taken from one in a
drama of Calderon's, and it was much
strengthened in the taking. You may noi
now remember having read the play, but
the incident must have been famillar to
you, cr else your subconsciousness couldn’t
have vielded it up to you so readily at the
suggeation of that Span’sh coin, could it™’

“1 did read a lot of Elizabethan drama in
my senior year at college,” admitted Cos-
ma, *‘and this piece of Beaumont and
Fletcher's may havz been one of those I
read—but I totally fail to recall now what
it was all about.”

“You won't have the cheek to declare
that you don’t remember the ‘Legend of
Sleepy Hollow,"” will you?’ asked Stuyve-
sant. “Very obviously it was the adven-
ture of Ichabod Crame and the Headless
{-lursen}fm that the York shilling suggested
0 you,

“I'll admit that I do recollact Irving's
story now,” the other confessed.

“So the embroidery on the dreamgown
gives the first of your strange situations:
and the three others v ere suggested by the
coins you have been using as buttons,”
said Paul Stuyvesant. “There is only one
thing; no‘l: I,hhat puzzles me—that is the
country church and the noon w
the beautiful bride.” S

And with that he turned over the folds
:1 the silken garment that hung cver his

rm,

Cosmo Waynflete hesitated a moment and
& blush mantled his cheek. Then he looked
his friend in the face.and said: “I think I
€an account for my dreaming about her—I
can account for that easily enough.”

S0 can 1,” said Paul Stuyvesant, as he
held up the photograph of a lovely Ameri-
:)ank gt‘lrlf lllllatdhe had just found in the

GCRet of the dream-gown of th
ambassador. . e

(The End.)
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THE WORLD'S BIGGEST WATCH.

It is Four Inches Wide, Gold, ana

Welghs Two Ponnds.
Frem the New York World.

The largest watch in the world was made
in London for William Wilkens of Balti-
more. It is kept by his sons as an heirloom.

Mr. Wilkens was an odd man in many
ways. One of his peculiar desires was to
pPosgess things that were entirely different
from other things in the world. His big
watch was a mahifestation of this trait. It
cost him $2,500. He ordered it in 1864, but
it was not finished until 1860. The massive
gold chaln, to which It was attached, weighs
four pounds and cost $%00. It was made
inT;hls country.

e watch—a repeater—weighs two poun
lacking an ounce. The hunting ca.semls g?
eighteen-carat gold and is seven-eighths of
an inch thick. The white enamel dial is
four inches in diameter. The case is elab-
crately engraved inside and outside, the de-
sign on the front representing Mr. Wilkens’
Baltimore factory and residence, The en-
graving on the back represents Mr. Wilkens
and his favorite old white horse, for which
he had as much affection as it is possible
for one to have for a dumb animal,

. Mr. Wilkens, who was very wealthy when
he died, began life in a humble way. He
started business by wheeling home in a bar-
row the hair and bristles which he gathered
at the Baltimore slaughter houses, there
sorting and preparing them for market. The
business grew steadily and Mr. Wilkens pur-
chased a horse and wagon, abandoning the
wheelbarrow. The horse, however, was
rever deserted. When it became too old to
work it was cared for tenderly, and when it
dled Its owner purchased a plot of ground
opposite his residence and buried it there.
When his huge watch was made he gave his
faithful old horse equal prominence with
himself in the engraving on the case. Mr.
Wilkens carried this big watch to the day
of his death. The chain, which 1is about
four feet long, was worn about his neck.
He had zn extra large pocket made in each
of his vests to hold the watch. Some idea
of the Immensity of the timeplece may be
gained by knowing that the largest wateh
now occasionally manufactured for the
trade has a case two inches wide and a dial
one and three-quarter inches wide. The
dlameter of the watch is nearly four and a
quAarter inches.

Writtcn for The Eveniug Star.
“Chureh Bells.”

T've set an endless measure to that chime,
Bweet evenlng bells!

My bheart dissolved In prayer, my prayer im rhyme,
Bweet evening bells!

Now, summer days are drifted to the past,
No roees blow

To seatter petals, when the wind runs fast,
And day dips low.,

Now fallen moonbeams hang on boughs of los,
On hedge of sperrs;

S0 time will drape the shapes of our devics
With frozen tears.

Yet tuneful are those tongues with histories,
They tell, they dare!

Yet mellow are those throats with mysteriss,
Divinely fair,

When I lie silent in the last long sleep =
Of dreamlcss denth, 7

I would their joyous temor they might keep,
Though hushed my breath.

T'd have the rapture rise 10 heaven's shore,
Of great bells swung,
Melodious to peal, implors, adore
With gushing tengne.
Kot tolling—drepping Jike the soul's despalr,
In iromn tears,
But thrilling—like the pulses (hat we bear,
Immortal years.
¥ —MARY DUCKNER SEPIERS,

MAJOR W. W. ROBBINS.

Framer of the Indiana Miitary Bill Made
Well'by Paine’s Celery Gompound.

Mejor Robbins of the second Itdlana state guards,
8id on Gen. McKee's stafl, nod president of Camp
Gray, has been for two years one of the most in-
fuential members of the Indlana legislature, and
the autbor of the femcu: Irdiana military law of
1889,

Major Robbins was a very sick mam up to the
time of taking Prine's celery compound.

In proof of what that remarkable remedy can do
to meke a sick peison strong and well, Major Rob-
bins' Istter from Indlanapolis best tells its own
strulghtforward story.

“I was troubled with a torpid liver, constipation
rod the accompanying sallow complexion, while my
entire ngrvous system was entirely dernnged, aund
I was greatly reduced in flesh. While In this con-
altion I was taken down with a very severe attack of
the grip, and was for a long time coutined to the
bouse and my bed.

“I resorted to various medicines and tonles, and
under their temporary influence mialle several at-
tempts te resume my busiress of travellng about
in the interests of A, Steffen, cigar menuizcturer, of
this ¢'ty; but relapse suecemled rélapse, and I not
only yas obliged to abanden my business, but grow-
ing pradually woise, became apprehensive of the
ultimate result.

“*At this jum ture my mother-in-law, who had
used your romedy with gratifying results, prevalled
upon mwe to commence taking Paipe’s celery com-
pound, snd it gives me great pleasure to state that
I at coce began to feel its beneficinl effects.

“My appastit:, which had failed me, retnmmed, my
covatipation ceamed, and very soon my liver booame
normal in its actim. Following thls my sleepless-
neas and hesdacbhes ceascd, and | began to gain
Mexh. The ipsidious bold on me that the grip Lad
bitherto had was relaxed, and I feit mvigomtsd
and strengthened, so 1 eotuld renew my voontion,
and feel free from the ilamguld, epervated feclisg
tbat had so leng possessed 1we.

“My friends were pleasanily surprised with the
chrnge In my eonlition, and 1 was cnly teo happy
to recommend aive's celery compoand to sach of
my acquaintances as were saffering from any of the
complaints which so complicated my case. There-
fore I again say [ feel impelled by a deep senss of
gratitude to express how much 1 bave been belpued,
for 1 now feel and look Yike & new man."

I'hysiclans who rely sn Paine’s celery componnd—
4% thousands of the most wideawaike members of
the profession are doing, especially pow that neary
every one fiels the need of a genulne spoing rem-
edy —physicians krow very well what that lneguor
and that tired feeling menns, They know hat de-
bility today often resulits in pevous prostration to-
morrow, unless the tired system s quickly in-
vigerated.

Toat is wnhy all over the country today Puine's
celery compound I8 being taken by the advice aof
skflled physicians. 17 is the one remedy that phy-
slcirps can eunscien:loasly call & geuuine sjning
remedy. Try it

PFAINTED IN THREE HOURS.
An Ariist’'s Strange Commiasion amnd
the Way He Esxecuted It.

From the New York Herald.

Daniel Huntington, former president of
the National Academy, related recently an
odd art experience. The conversation had
been on Sir John Millais and his portrait
work, and this reminded Mr. Huntington of
bow, at one time, he painted a portrait in
three hours.

“I don’t recall all the circumstances ex-
actly,” began the veteran of the easel, “*but
I do remember that the man came very
hurriedly to my studic one morning. He
announced that he had just come from the
west, that he had heard of me, and wauted
me to paint his portrait—it was to be a
present, as I remember, Tor his wife. ‘But,’
he said, taking out his watch, ‘I =sail for
Europe this afternoon. All my business
has been finished, and I can give you—let
me see—three hours.”

“0Of course, I declared that painting a
portrait under such conditions was abso-
lutely impossible. But he refused to accept
my refusal. He that he had come
to New York some hours ahead of time es-
pecially for this; that he would have mo-
body else paint him, and that he would not
be disappointed. I could have a week to
finish the portrait after he had gone.

“l made the experiment, but Jdeclinad to
be responsible for the picture's succesa.
Never before had I painted so rapidly, and
never since. During the latter part of the
time my sitter held his watch in his hand.
Precisely at the expiration of the three
hours he left me. *

“From memory I finished it within a few
days, and it pleased the persons it went to.
But it was a strange experience.”

-+ >
Jumped Thirty-one Feet.

“The most trem=ndous leap I ever knew
a horse to take,” says Sir Claude de Cres-
pigny, in his memoirs, “was out with the
Cheshire hounds at Marbury, In I870. A
fine mare I was riding cleared a five-foot
fence with a bound that covered over thirty-
one feet. We measured it directly after-
ward, and it was stated at the time to be
the second best jump in point of length on
record, the best being thirty-three feet.
This latter jump, however, which was per-
formed by Chandler, at Warwick, i open
to much doubt. After the horse had made
it his rider had to finish the race, weigh in
and dress before taking any measurements,
Meanwhile several spectators on horseback
nad ridden over the course.

A VYVery Severe Mother.
From Pearson's Week!y.

A very estimable widow has a son who is
far from estimable. His poor mother 1s
nearly broken-hearted. She was confiding
her troubles one day to an old and trusted
friend.

“I am afraid,” said her friend, “‘that you
are not firm encugh with John; you are too
apsy with him.”

“On the contrary, T am afraid sometimes
that 1 am too harsh.”

“Why, what have you ever done?™*

“Oh, I haven’t done anything, but T have
talked to him a good deal.” .

“What have you said 7"

“Why, 1 have said, ‘John, John, John! and
other severe things.”

ONLY THREE MONARCHS CROWNED.

The Coming Coronation of the Ceap
and Czarina Will Be Unmique.
From a London Letter.

The magnificest and costly preparations
now going on at Moscow and elsewhere for
the apprcaching coronation of the czar and
czarina recall to mind the fact that very
few European sovereigns have gone through
the ancient ceremonies which constitute a
“duly anointed king.” With the exception
of Queen Victoria, the Emperor King of
Austria, Bohemia and Hungary, and King
Oscar of Sweden, no other reigning monarch
has been consecrated by religious rite. In
the casc of the King of Italy there were
ohvious reasons why the services of the
church should have heen dispensed with.
It is less intzlligible that so Catholic a king
as Carlos of Portugal should have been con-
tent to take the oath in the cortes and at-
tend a “Te Deum™ only in the cathedral
A mrre oath, too, sufiiced for the establish-
ment of King George upon the somewhat
rickety Hellanle throne. ;

The crowas of Hoilland and Spain, of
course, are, 80 to speak, in commission. As
to the kaiser, he did not even care o go
through the formality observed by his
grandfather, who put the crown upon his
own head, but deemed it enough to make a
solemnr declaration at the opening of the
imperial parliament.

—_—— .

Then He Went Home.

From th2 Indianapolis Journal.
" The young man who had traveled bhegan:

“And there I stood, the abyss yawning at
my feet—"

“*Was It yvawning before you got Lthere, or
did it begin after you arrived?” asked the
young woman who has never been away,
and then the yj)ung man found that he had
just time to catch the last car.

RS S
He Was Sorry for the Hosn
From the Somerville (Mass.) Journal.

Angry Passenger (1o conductor who has
Just enforced a rule)—"You'll be sorry for
this! I'll see that you are réeported to head-
quarters. I want you to wunderstand, sir,
that I am the wife of the president of this
company ™

Conductor (sympathetically)—""Well, mum,
I have always understood that even the
great and powerful have their sorrows, just
like the rest of us.”

> >

And There Was No Blood Shed,
From the 8in Fran-isco Post.

I overheard the following conversation on
a Market street car yvesterday between a
couple of young men:

“I told you that fellow Moore was a scoun=
drel,” declared one, “and I told him so yes-
terday.”

“You did? And the other commenced
looking his friend over for evidences of a
conflict. “"What did he say?”

“Oh, I didn't listen to him. T told him he
was a llar, a thief and a scoundrel, and that
I would punch his nose if he said a word to
me.”

“What did he do?”

“Nothing; he is a coward.”

“l don't believe that. . I have seen him
fight at the drop of a hat. Didn't he say a
word back?’

“I don't know; I hung up the telephone.”
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Beesaw In Australia.—Fliegende Blatter,



